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D. H. Lawrence 

Touch him on the shoulder, 
And tell him from me 
The moon is not any warmer, the sun no colder. 

If he understands 

You will know by his eyes. 
If he only stands 

And stares in surprise, 
Tell him prayer is stronger than iron, faith makes no 
demands. 

THE JEWESS AND THE V. C. 

Ah, young man! — 
What sort of timorous potion of love have you drunk? 

If you see my rings, how they sparkle within my ears, 
You go about in a dream, with your countenance sunk, 

And children behind you taunting you to tears. 

Why, if you saw my limbs, how they shine on my body, 
What then would you do? Then for sure you would go 

And die like a dog in a hole. 'Tis strange what a shoddy 
Lover you make, such a hero in front of the foe! 

SIGHS 

Ah, my love, my dear/ 

But what if my love should chance to hear 
As he is passing unbeknown? 
What if he turned and saw me here? 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I should lean and whisper in his ear, 
"Love, my love, now all is known, 
Love me and put me out of fear — 
Or leave me alone." 

THE CHILD AND THE SOLDIER 

O brother, put me in your pouch 
As you would a fresh, sweet locust^pod. 
For I am frail as a flask of glass, 
As a fine grey egg, or a slender rod, 
O brother; and I am the golden ring 
You wear on your finger so gladly. For God 
Takes everything from you tomorrow, and gives me every- 
thing. 

ZEPPELIN NIGHTS 

Now, will you play all night! 

Come in, my mother says. 
Look in the sky, at the bright 

Moon all ablaze! 
Look at the shaking, white 

Searchlight rays! 

Tonight they're coming! 

It's a full moon! 
When you hear them humming 

Very soon, 
You'll stop that blooming 

Tune — 
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